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friend's presence—for the pain you caused by rejecting dear
Shakuntala.
Enter the maid chaturika
maid. Your Majesty, I was coming back with the box of paint-
brushes—
king.  Well?
maid. I met Queen Vasumati with the maid Pingalika. And the
queen snatched the box from me, saying: *I will take it to the
• king myself.'
clown.   How did you escape ?
maid. The queen's dress caught on a vine. And while her maid was
setting her free, I excused myself in a hurry.
a voice behind the scenes.   Follow me, your Majesty.
clown (listening).  Man, the she-tiger of the palace is making a
spring on her prey. She means to make one mouthful of the maid.
king. My friend, the queen has come because she feels touched in
her honour. You had better take care of this picture.
clown.  'And yourself,' you might add. (He takes the picture and
rises.) If you get out of the trap alive, call for me at the Cloud
Balcony.  And I will hide the thing there so that nothing but
a pigeon could find it. (Exit running.)
II. the cloud-messenger
The City of Ujjain
Stanzas xxvii-xxxii
Swerve from thy northern paths for westward rise
The palace balconies thou mayst not slight
In fair Ujjain; and if bewitching eyes
That flutter at thy gleams, should not delight
Thine amorous bosom, useless were thy gift of sight.
The neighbouring mountain-stream that gliding grants
A glimpse of charms in whirling eddies pursed,
•    While noisy swans accompany her dance
Like a tinkling zone, will slake thy loving thirst—
A woman always tells1 her love in gestures first.
Thou only, happy lover! canst repair
The desolation that thine absence made:
Her shrinking current seems the careless hair
That brides deserted wear in single braid,
And dead leaves felling give her face a paler shade.

